strangers become more home-sick than it would have been thought
possible in any English-speaking country.
The contrast between that glittering mass of steel and concrete
towers and these dingy grey giants of ferry-boats is no accident. The
ferries are vestigial evidence of the financial struggles that were waged
in that same Wall Street from which those fairy turrets, memorials
to successful commerce, now rise. The Erie Railroad, fought over
by Jay Gould and a Vanderbilt in one of history's most corrupt
financial struggles, at once symbolizes the ugly, competitive indus-
trialism and the wealth which forced those towers so high. The
ferries may be abysmal, but the offices of their controllers are celestial.
The propellers churn the dirty water as they reverse. A band plays
the "Star Spangled Banner". The liner slides to her berth.
n
A first and lasting impression is that New York appears to be a
great city in a great hurry. Criticism is at first silenced by the super-
ficial sparkle and vivacity of the place. The average street pace must
surely be forty miles an hour. The traffic lights switch straight from
red to green and green to red, without any nonsense about orange,
symbolizing the harshness of contrast that dispenses with the inter-
mediary things that Europeans respect. It is usually unwise to cross
the road, except in accordance with the green light. Even dogs are
said to understand this symbol. In this respect they seem to be more
wary than the New Yorkers, for I have often noticed people, but
never dogs, crossing against the light, weaving in and out of moving
cars with suicidal abandon, simply to save a few seconds' time.
Americans always know their cue; they even anticipateit: the drivers
mysteriously know when to throw in the gear just before the light
goes green.
Traffic regulation is simplified by the parallel series of equally
spaced avenues and streets, intersecting at right angles, throughout
the city. The ground plan of Manhattan Island can never change.
Those immovable parallelograms will for ever perpetuate the town-
planning of its founder, Gouverneur Morris. Broadway alone
interrupts the symmetry, as if the architect had suddenly become
careless and allowed his ruler to slip: this great thoroughfare creates
a diagonal gash across the city.
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